Articles for Your Newsletters

To help you spread the word about the B Brothers Project and my book, The Legacy of Beezer and Boomer, here are a variety of articles that you may use in your newsletters to your supporters and friends. 

The only restriction is that each article must be used in its entirety (that is, all of the text before and after the article must be included). 

Be sure to add your unique affiliate ID link in the last paragraph of the article, to ensure you get credited for the book sale! 

--Thank you, Doug Koktavy, B Brothers Project

ARTICLES

Beezer’s Top Ten Reasons Not to Feel Guilty

The Daily Point

The “Teacher” Becomes the Pupil
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Beezer’s Top Ten Reasons Not to Feel Guilty

(Compiled by Beezer, the black Lab, from the Bridge, sent back to earth and edited by

 brother Doug Koktavy)

The following article is from The Legacy of Beezer and Boomer: Lessons on Living and Dying from My Canine Brothers by Doug Koktavy. The book is a true story about how two dogs helped their owner, Doug, learn to face death squarely, cope with fear and guilt and come to live with peace and acceptance. 
10. Geez! If you’re born, you die. Think about it!

9. Fear is the real enemy, not kidney disease. Fear is curable. I’m with you right now, just invisible. I’ll be waiting at the Bridge when you arrive. Don’t be afraid. Trust me.

8. Live with balance. The list of what went “right” with my life is so much bigger than the list of what went “wrong.” My body died from kidney disease, but my spirit always soared because of you.

7. What you focus on expands. Honor my earthly life and memory. Does feeling guilty help you remember all our good times, adventures and mutual love? Of course not.

6. Live with presence! Don’t despair about yesterday. Don’t fear tomorrow. Otherwise, you’ll miss out on the Gift of Today.

5. Thank you for taking my pain into your heart on that last day. I’m so proud of you for that selfless act.

4. Didn’t you always forgive me when I made a mistake? I forgive you for any mistakes you made during my illness. You made the best decisions possible with the information available at that time. All I took with me on my final earthly journey was our love. Please accept my forgiveness and release the guilt.

3. Pat yourself on the back in between crying. Your effort to treat me was a supreme act of humanity, love and compassion. Our relationship was never more meaningful than during my illness. Please recognize your character and commitment. I do.

2. Guilt is what you humans do to punish yourselves for not being perfect.

1. You didn’t have a cure for a fatal disease. My body stopped working because of this fatal disease, not because of something you did or did not do.
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* * *

Editor’s note—Because of his love and commitment to his dogs, author Doug Koktavy is offering a fund-raising opportunity that benefits nonprofit pet organizations like ours. For each copy of his book sold through our website, we will receive a generous donation of 40% of the retail price. We know you will enjoy the book and we urge you to get your copy today. To order, click here add your unique affiliate ID here. Thank you for assisting us in continuing our work on behalf of companion animals.

Requests for permission to make copies of this article should be submitted to Doug Koktavy at info@BeezerAndBoomer.com

 The Daily Point

By Doug Koktavy

The following article is from The Legacy of Beezer and Boomer: Lessons on Living and Dying from My Canine Brothers. The book is a true story about how two dogs helped their owner, Doug, learn to face death squarely, cope with his fear and guilt and live with peace and acceptance. 
* * *

When my black Labrador retriever Boomer was diagnosed with bone cancer and possible kidney disease, life became pretty somber around our house. Boomer couldn’t understand why we weren’t having fun anymore. He had always been a happy-go-lucky dog and I realized I’d better shake off my gloom, for his sake and mine. 


I devised a game called The Daily Point. We had two teams. The first was Team Labrador, comprised of Boomer, Coral (my yellow Lab) and me. The other was Team Fear, comprised of cancer and kidney disease. Each day, one point would be up for grabs and that point had to be awarded to one team or the other. There would be no ties and we never went to overtime. Each day, Boomer and I would awake and look at each other. Our eyes would meet and say, “Let’s make sure we win today’s point.” Boomer caught on quickly and was eager to win.


Nothing else mattered but winning that point. Even on the bad days, we’d stubbornly refuse to give in to fear for the simple reason that we didn’t want to lose today’s point. We became obsessed with enjoying today and never looking further than how to win. This crusade blotted out the negative thoughts, and we were in our element.

One day I had gotten up early and was at my computer in my downstairs office responding to email messages. It was still dark outside. The house was quiet and I was engrossed in my business thoughts. Then I stood to go upstairs and get ready for court. As I turned around, I immediately stopped in my tracks and my jaw fell open. Curled up in a ball, behind my chair, was Boomer! He had silently navigated the tricky flight of stairs, had taken a position behind me and was now snoozing. It was just thirteen days after his leg had been amputated. 


Waking him, I congratulated the Big Dog at length on his conquest of the basement. His tenacity and commitment to today and the moment were truly impressive. His place was in the office, beside me, and it was time to get back to work, he was telling me. 


I had pause then to think once again about fear—a dog’s version of fear. It had to provoke apprehension to point yourself down a flight of stairs if the method of arriving at the bottom was uncertain. Boomer had taken the challenge, in spite of the most reasonable and understandable anxiety. He realized what I had yet to learn: fear isn’t a wall, fear is a mist…you can go right through it.


At 6:00 a.m. on January 17, I awarded the daily point to Boomer. I was immensely proud of my teammate. I helped him back up the flight of stairs. This was nothing new, I had helped him for months because of his arthritis in his joints. Now, our improvised teamwork was flawless. He hopped over to his upstairs bed and curled up, my proud Big Dog.

The game took on a life of its own. Sometimes Boomer would take the lead. One Saturday, a few weeks after his surgery, he nudged up to me while I worked on my laptop, inching closer and closer until his head lay on my thigh. Then the whimpering began. I’d seen this a million times before. The winter spell in Denver had lifted into a bright, mid-50s day. Boomer knew it was not a regular workday. I looked at him and his ears went to alert. 


“Are you sure?” I inquired. A quick bark in response. 


“Why...don’t....we...go...for…a…?” and never finished the sentence. It was like a bell went off in a firehouse. Peter Rabbit was hopping around the house on three legs. We went for that walk, with every bit of gusto and glee that a man and his beloved dog could muster. That day’s point was awarded to Team Lab.


We’d have a combined effort to have fun whenever we could. I would make time every day to lie down with him. I created games where he wouldn’t have to move around too much. My goal was for both of us to get immersed in the moment so we’d forget about his mobility issues. 


One day, he dragged out his old tennis ball. I sighed, thinking about how he couldn’t run and fetch like he used to. But he sat down in front of me and had that ball in his mouth and was ever so slowly biting down on it and then easing up, staring at me with that glimmer in his eyes. He was taunting me with the ball! He then dropped the ball between his front paws and looked at me as if to dare me to get it. I slowly extended my hand and marched my fore and middle fingers toward the tennis ball.


As I got closer, he swatted my hand, using his paw like a flyswatter. I retreated and began again. Same result. I started to laugh and saw Boomer doing the same. Every now and then I’d get the tennis ball. Payback is tough, so I’d slowly wave the tennis ball back and forth from my position. I then slowly rolled it toward him. To my great surprise, he lifted the front paw closest to the ball and flicked it back toward me. Three-legged indoor soccer! Boomer had a smug look. Finally, as I marched my hand toward him, he swatted it and gleefully licked my face. I rolled over in laughter as Boomer lay on my chest and pinned me. My legs could feel the rapid wagging of his tail. My arms held my loving friend close as he finished off with a solid face washing. 


The hard part wasn’t getting the daily point. The hard part was recognizing how easy the point was to obtain. I’d like to take credit for this pearl of wisdom, but the continuing lesson of presence and staying in the moment is brought to you by the B Brothers, my furry teachers of life.


Our first thought every morning from then on was, “How can we win today’s point?” Bad news from the vet? Let’s make sure we do something to win today’s point. Did Boomer have a bad day? We might have a long talk, or a car ride, or perhaps a snuggle together. We’d laugh at that one. Who knew snuggles with a couple of the fellas could qualify for a point? 
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* * *

Editor’s note—Because of his love and commitment to his dogs, author Doug Koktavy is offering a fund-raising opportunity that benefits nonprofit pet organizations like ours. For each copy of his book sold through our link, we will receive a generous donation of 40% of the retail price. We know you will enjoy the book and we urge you to get your copy today. To order a copy, click here (add your unique affiliate ID here). Thank you for assisting us in continuing our work on behalf of companion animals.

**Requests for permission to make copies of this article should be submitted to Doug Koktavy at info@BeezerAndBoomer.com
 The Teacher Becomes the Pupil

By Doug Koktavy

The following article is from The Legacy of Beezer and Boomer: Lessons on Living and Dying from My Canine Brothers. The book is a true story about how two dogs helped their owner, Doug, learn to face death squarely, cope with fear and guilt and come to live with peace and acceptance. 
When Beezer, my black Labrador retriever, was diagnosed with kidney disease I was unprepared emotionally to cope. Frankly, I was a mess. Beezer was my best friend, he was only nine years old; how would I be able to live without him? I couldn’t come to grips with why this was happening. 

With my background as a lawyer, I tried to find some other meaning to this dilemma than the one I was facing: that Beezer’s imminent death meant fear. Then, a friend invited me to see an eye-opening movie called What the Bleep Do I Know?! It was about a new way to look at reality, and it really got me thinking. Was it possible to attach a different meaning and significance to my dog’s illness, one that would make me feel better? 

Since Beezer and I often had chats together, after that movie I sat with him, looked deep into his eyes and asked him what he thought.


His response came directly into my soul. I heard him say: don’t be afraid. The message actually sounded like a mantra: Living in fear is to live in the future. Fear is always an emotional response to a conditional future event. It may or may not happen, and if it does happen, it will be sometime down the road. So to live in fear is to live in the future. 

Wow.


I kept staring into Beezer’s eyes, asking for more. He said: Living with guilt is to live in the past. The guilt was water under the bridge and I should just let it go. 

I thought about that for a minute. When the Beez were diagnosed with the kidney problem, I had failed to take any action. No, Beezer said. I had taken action. I took him and Boomer to the vet to get checked. My decision had come from a place of caring. The fact that I had additional information later on didn’t affect the past. I had made the best decision possible with information available at that time. He assured me there was nothing to feel guilty about. 


“Is there anything more?” I asked him. I heard: To live in fear or guilt means missing out on the gift of today. Over and over my mind heard the phrase: Just trust me and I’ll show you.

I felt a great weight begin to lift. I moved forward to embrace my buddy. Just then, he lifted a front paw in an offer to shake hands. 

“Of course,” I responded. 


Then it hit me. I was witnessing him teaching me about living and dying. Lessons I’d been unable to learn on my own. Circumstances I’d been unable to deal with singularly. What if it had always been meant to happen this way? What if my dog had been sent to earth to teach me these lessons, as the animal communicators had often suggested.


But what had I taught him? To shake hands. The realization traveled through me like electricity. I turned red and covered my face with my hands. Good God, I’d assumed all along that, as a human, I was the superior being. What if even that wasn’t the case? Teaching him to shake hands wasn’t much of a contribution to the collective experience, especially given the curriculum that he was offering.


Horrified, I began to apologize profusely to Beezer. I leaned on his shoulder, overwhelmed. He had a “gotcha” look on his face. Stick with me, young man, he said, and I’ll teach you much. 


I sat there for a while, trying to assimilate what I had just witnessed. My world wasn’t at all how I had perceived it even one month ago. In fact, my world was rather upside down. I sat back and just embraced the experience. The teacher had become the pupil. That knowledge changed everything, and I was eager for more lessons.
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Editor’s note—Because of his love and commitment to his dogs, author Doug Koktavy is offering a fund-raising opportunity that benefits nonprofit pet organizations like ours. For each copy of his book sold through our website, we will receive a generous donation of 40% of the retail price. We know you will enjoy the book and we urge you to get your copy today. To order, click here (add your unique affiliate ID here). Thank you for assisting us in continuing our work on behalf of companion animals.
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